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F or Lords, to mortpw. is a biifie day. . ; Extuitt, i 

£»tef Richmoffd with the Lo*dt,(^e, 

The wcaiie funne hath made a Golden 
A nd by the bright trackc of his fietic Carrcj 
Giues fignall of a goodlie day to raprrovy, 

Where is fir William Brandon, he lhall beare my Bander^ 
The Earle ofPembrooke keep his regiment, 

Good captaine BIunt,heare ray good night . to him, 

And by the fccond home in the morning,. 

Defirc the Earle to fee me in my tcnt» 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt before thou gocB': 
where IS Lord Stanlie (juartcrdjdoeft thou know# 

Blunt. Vnlefiel hauemiftanc his colours much. 

Which well I am aflur’djl haue not done, 

His regiraent,lieshalfca mile atjeaft, 

Southfrom the mightiC;povi.ef of the King, 

If without peritl it be pofliblc, 

Good captaine Blunt beare my good night to him. 

And giue him from me, this moft needfull (crowle. 

Blunts Vpon my life my Lord,iIe vndertake it. 

Rich. Farewell good Blunt. 

Giue me fome inkc, and paper, in my tent, 
lie draw the forme,and modJc of our battell. 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuB proportion our fmall Brcngth, 

Come, I et ys confute vpon to morrpwes bufinefife^ 

In to our tent,the airc is rawe and cold: 

Enter ki>!£ Richard, "Her ffi,Rateh ft 
Cateibie,<$-e, 

Kin. Whatisaclocke. 

Cat, Itisfixeofclocke,fullfiippertirac, 

Kin. 1 will not fup to night, giue me fome inke and pipctf 
What , is my beuer eafierVhen it wasf 
And all my armour laid into my tentf 
Cat, Itismy Liege ,and all things are in readinc^^^ 
King. Good Norcolke^hie thee to thy charge, 

,Vfc carcfiill watchjchuf^ *infficctPtincllt ' 

I go my Lord. ” ^ 
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Stur with the Larke to morrow ^tleNorffoIbc. 
%rf 1 warrant you my Lord. f! 

^ing. Caiesbie, 
gat. My Lord. 

King. SendoutaPurfeuaDtatarmei 
To Stailers regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before fun rifing.leaft his fonne George fall 
into the blinde cauc of etcrnall night. 

Fill me a bowlc of wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, j 

Lookc that my ftaues be found and not too heauy. Ratline* 

X/»^^aweR(?^^ the melancholic LtNorthumbetlandJ- 
Rat, Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himfclfcj 
Mach about cocklhut time,fi:om troupe totroupc 
Went through the armic cheating vp the foldiers. 

King. So 1 am fatisficd,giue me a bowlc of wine, 

I haue not that alacrity of fpirit 

Nor chearc of mind that 1 was wont to haue: 

Setitdownc. Isinkcandpapet_rM^c^.^. . . 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

King. 'Bid my guard watch, Icauc me* 

Ratliffc about the mid of night come to my tent 
Andbelpc toarmc me : leauc me I fay* Exit.Rtthfe. 
Enter T)(trby to %}chmond in his tent. 

Bar. Fortune and viftovie fit on thy helme. 

Rtch. All comfort that the darkc night can attoord, 

Be to thy perfon noble father in law. 

Tell me how fares our louing mother • 

Bar. I by atiurney blefle thcefrom thy mother, . 

Who praies continually for Richmonds good. 

So much for that-ihc fij|B( homes uealc on, 

Andflakic darkencfle brfakcs within the eatt, 

' Inbticfc,forfothefcafonbidsvsbet^ 

Prepare thy battell early in the liiornina^ 

And put thy fortune to the arbitremenf , 

Ofbloudie ftrokes and mortall ftaring waif| . 

las 1 may ,tbaTvvhich 1 would I cannot, Widi 




III 'I 


•A iS 


[U 








WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22315) LONDON, 1598 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch.Ge.2l) OCtaVO 




